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eyes while she was stooping over him so that her face might
be the last thing seen before he slept, and she, leaving him
rigid and with eyelids compressed, would go from candle
to candle, extinguishing them.
One night when she returned from her music-room he
was not in his bed but seated in an embrasure, looking out
on to the lakes—the same embrasure in which she had
awaited Lewis's first coming. He turned his head to speak,
and she knew instantly what he would have of her. A streak
of soft terror like the fluttering of a moth's wings ran up
her spine, curling over the backs of her upper arms. She
felt the air swing between her body and her nightdress,
and drew the folds taut to quell the prickled uprising
of her flesh. Then, tilting her chin, she answered him,
with a flourish of gaiety like the waving of a flower. She
would pluck out fear from herself by a brutal wrench at
her own thought. It's nothing, it's nothing, a little thing,
she whispered within her. She would treat it lightly as a
physical incident to be passed over and forgotten. All her
life it must be that, not suffered to become an extravagant
martyrdom, and she mocked at herself as she sat beside
him for having allowed the word martyrdom to enter her
mind. "Well," she said as though she were reproving a
child, "why aren't you in bed, Rupert?" and when his hand
moved up flank and side, when he laid his mouth over hers
and tried to hold her with one arm behind her shoulders,
she drew away, but not beyond his reach, concealing her
reluctance in a blind, unwilled coquetiy that flooded her
with self-contempt. Her cheeks burned and a pulse leapt
in her throat. She knew that her beauty was inflamed by
the burning of her cheeks. He drew back from her as
though from a sudden light, gazing in blinded wonder and
awe; then, seizing her hand, pressed it against his face and
spoke her name again and again in a low voice. "Julie, my
dearest, my Julie, my beloved"—again and again, quietly,
in the receding voice of one withdrawing from her into the
caves of his own mind.
She could say nothing but foolish broken things: and
because all that she could say was meaningless and without

